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All  the  Brave  Men, 

t 

Whether  Officers  or  Soldiers, 

Who  compofe 

The  ARMIES  of  the  United  States } 


%.<&& 


This  ADDRESS 


i S 


Moft  refpedfully  infcribed , 


B Y 


Their  Brother  Soldier 


AND 

Humble  Servant, 

The  Author. 


E R H A P S the  following  little  Poem  may  be 
confidered  with  the  more  indulgence  by  the  Public, 
after  it  is  known , that  it  was  adlually  written , at  a 
period  when  the  Army  was  in  the  field , and  the 
Author  fo  far  engaged  in  the  duties  of  his  profeflion, 
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as  to  have  but  little  ieifure  for  fubjedts  of  literature 
or  amufement.  And  it  will  not  be  necelTary  to  demon- 
ftrate  to  thofe  who  have  the  leaft  knowledge  of  a mili- 
tary life  , how  unfavourable  fuch  a Hate  is  to  poeti- 
cal contemplation.  This , it  is  prefumed , may  perti- 
nently be  urged  in  excufe  lor  the  flighter  errors  , and 
inaccuracies  of  the  performance ; and  the  Defign  muft 
in  fome  meafiire  atone  for  any  of  a different  complexion. 

To  infpire  our  Countrymen  now  in  arms , or  who 
may  hereafter  be  called  into  the  field , with  perfeve- 
rance  and  fortitude , thro’  every  fpecies  of  difficulty 
and  danger  to  continue  their  exertions  for  the  defence 
of  their  country,  and  the  prefervation  of  its  Liberties , 
is  the  objedl  of  this  Addrefs, 
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For  this  purpofe  , it  was  imagined  , no  considera- 
tions could  be  more  effectual  than  the  recollection  of 
the  pall,  and  the  anticipation  of  the  future.  For  where 
is  the  man  to  be  found , who , after  all  that  has  been 
done  and  fuffered;  after  Such  a profiifion  of  blood  , 
and  treafure  has  been  expended ; and  fuch  important 
advantages  have  been  obtained ; would  bafely  relin- 
quish , and  leave  unfinished  the  iliuftrious  task  of 
rearing  an  Empire  , which  from  its  Situation,  and  cir- 
cumftances  , muft  furpafs  ali  that  ever  have  exifted  , in 
magnitude  , felicity  and  duration  ? 

Altho"  the  Author  entertains  the  moft  fanguine 
expectations  of  the  gratitude  and  liberality , with  which 
the  Continent  will  reward  thofe  who  have  literally 
borne  the  heat  and  burden  of  the  day  of  war ; he  has 
not  infilled  on  thofe  pecuniary  or  fighter  considera- 
tions : but  has  attempted , to  turn  the  attention  , to  the 
future  grandeur,  happinefs,  and  glory  of  the  Country, 
for  which  we  are  now  contending. —The  lands  already 
granted  to  the  Army,  firft  fuggefted  the  idea  of  a 
military  fettlement  on  the  Ohio , or  in  fome  of  thofe 
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Weftern  regions ; whofe  beauties  can  never  be  fuffi- 
ciently  difplayed , much  lefs  exaggerated  by  defcription. 
The  mild  temperature  and  ferenity  of  the  air , the 
falubrity  of  the  climate  , the  fertility  of  the  foil , the 
luxuriance  of  its  produdh,  the  extent  of  territory,  and 
the  amazing  inland  navigation  , which  thofe  boundlefs 
lakes , and  immeafurable  rivers  will  open ; cannot  fail 
one  day  , to  equal  that  garden  of  the  world  to  the 
reprefentation  given  of  it,  in  the  concluiion  of  the 
Poem.  The  poffefhon  of  fuch  a Country,  (refcued 
from  the  hand  of  invafion)  in  a perfedt  ftate  of  free- 
dom and  fecurity,  will  be  a glorious  compenfation 
for  all  our  toils  and  bufferings,  and  a monument  of 
the  mofl  unparalelfd  bravery  and  patriotifm  to  the 

remotefl:  poflerity Stimulated  with  the  love  of  glory, 

allured  by  thefe  delightful  profpedls  , and  animated 
with  the  pleafing  hope  of  the  fpeedy  fruition  of  thofe 
rapturous  fcenes ; there  are  thoufands  who  have  drawn 
the  fword , with  a refolution  never  to  sheath  it , until 
a happy  period  is  put  to  the  conteff  — For  himfelf , 
the  Writer  declares , that  having  already  devoted  , 
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whatever,  talents  and  abilities  nature  has  conferred  upon 
him,  to  the  fervice  of5 his  Country;  no  efforts  that 
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can  be. .made  with  his  voice,  his  pen,  or  his  fword  , 

shall  ever  be  wanting  to  confirm  its  Liberties  and 
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An  Addrefs  to  the  Army,  &c. 

Ye  martial  bands  ! Columbia’s  faired;  pride  ! 

To  toils  inured,  in  dangers  often  try’d  ; 

Ye  gallant  Youths  1 whofe  breads  for  glory  burn. 

Each  felfish  aim  and  meaner  pad  ion  fpurn ; 

Ye  who  unmov’d,  in  the  dread  hour  have  hood  , 

And  fmil’d  undaunted  in  the  held  of  blood ; 

Who  greatly  dar’d,  at  Freedom’s  rapt’rous  call 
With  her  to  triumph , or  with  her  to  fall  : 

Now  brighter  days  in  profpedt  fwift  afcend  ; 

Ye  fons  of  fame  the  hallow’d  theme  attend  1 
The  pad  review,  the  future  fcene  explore. 

And  Heav’ns  high  King , with  grateful  hearts  adore. 

What  time  proud  Albion  , thund’ring  o’er  the  waves  , 
Frown’d  on  her  fons,  and  bade  them  turn  to  daves : 
When  lod  to  honor,  virtue,  glory  , shame; 

When  nought  remain’d  of  Britain , but  the  name  — 
The  parent  State — a parent  now  no  more  — 

Let  loofe  the  hirelings  of  defpotic  pow’r  , 

Ured  to  keen  vengeance  their  relentlefs  ire  , 

And  hop’d  fubmiffion  from  their  fword  and  fire. 
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As  when  dark  clouds  , from  Andes’  tow’ring  head, 

Rx>ll  down  the  skies  , and  round  th’  horizon  fpread  , 
With  thunders  fraught , the  black’ning  temped:  fails , 
And  burfts  tremendous  o’er  Peruvian  vales  : 

So  broke. the  ftorm,  on  Concord’s  fatal  plain; 

There  fell  our  brothers , by  fierce  ruffians  flain. 
Inglorious  deed!  to  wild  defpair  then  driven, 

We  fuppliant  made  our  great  appeal  to  Heaven. 

1 hen  the  shrill  trumpet , echoed  from  afar  , 

And  fudden  blaz’d  the  wafting  flame  of  war  ; 

From  State  to  State , fwift  flew  the  dire  alarms , 

And  ardent  Youths  impetuous  rush’d  to  Arms  : 

To  Arms  the  matrons  and  the  virgins  fung. 

To  Arms  their  fires,  their  husbands,  brothers  fprung. 
No  dull  delay  — where’er  the  found  was  heard, 

Where  the  red  ftandards  in  the  air  appear’d. 

Or  where  the  cannon  fwell’d  the  thund’ring  roar , 

From  Florida  to  bleak  Acadia’s  shore. 

Now  join’d  the  Crowd,  from  their  far-diftant  farms  , 
In  ruftic  guife , and  unadorn’d  in  arms , 

Not  like  their  foes,  in  tinfel  trappings  gay. 

And  burnish’d  arms  that  glitter’d  on  the  day ; 

Who  now  advanc’d  , where  Charleftown  rear’d  its  height. 
In  martial  pomp , and  claim’d  the  awful  fight ; 


-mr—irr-w 


( II  ) 

And  proudly  deem’d,  with  one  deciftve  blow. 

To  hurl  deftru&ion  on  the  routed  foe  — 

Not  fo,  juft  Heav’n  had  fix’d  the  great  decree. 

And  bade  the  foils  of  freemen  ftill  be  free ; 

Bade  all  their  fouls  with  patriot  ardor  burn , 

And  taught  the  coward  fear  of  death  to  fpurn , 

The  threats  of  vengeance , and  of  war  to  brave , 

To  purchafe  freedom,  or  a glorious  grave. 

Long  rag’d  the  conteft  on  th’  embattled  held ; 

Nor  thofe  would  fly,  nor  thefe  would  tamely  yield  ; 

Till  Warren  fell , in  all  the  boaft  of  arms  , 

The  pride  of  genius , and  unrivall’d  charms , 

His  Country’s  hope  1 — full  loon  the  gloom  was  fpread , 
Opprefs’d  with  numbers  , and  their  leader  dead ; 

Slow  from  the  held  the  fullen  troops  retir’d. 

Behind,  the  hoftile  flame  to  Heav’n  afpir’d. 

The  imperious  Britons,  on  the  well  fought  ground. 
No  caufe  for  joy,  or  wanton  triumph  found; 

But  faw  with  grief  their  dreams  of  conqueft  vain  , 

Felt  the  deep  wounds , and  mourn’d  their  vet’rans  flam. 

Nor  lefs  our  woes  — Now  darknefs  gather’d  round. 
The  thunder  rumbled  , and  the  tempeft  frown’d ; 

When  lol  to  guide  us  thro’  the  ftorm  of  war 
Beam’d  the  bright  fplendor  of  Virginia’s  Star. 
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Oh  firfl  of  heroes  , fav’rite  of  the  skies , 

To  what  dread  toils  thy  country  bade  thee  rife? 
cc  Oh  raifed  by  Heaven  to  fave  th’  invaded  date  >5  1 
( So  fpoke  the  fage  long  fince  thy  future  fate  ) 

’Twas  thine  to  change  the  fweeted  fcenes  of  life 
For  public  cares — to  guide  th’  embattled  drife  — 
Unnumber’d  ills  of  every  kind  to  dare. 

The  winter’s  blad  — the  fummer’s  fultry  air  — 

The  lurking  dagger— and  the  turbid  dorms 
Of  wading  war  5 with  death  in  all  his  forms  — 

Nor  aught  could  daunt.  — Unfpeakably  ferene 
Thy  confcious  foul  fmil’d  o’er  the  dreadful  fcene. 

Then  the  foe  trembled  at  the  well  known  name , 
And  raptur’d  thoufands  to  his  dandard  came. 

His  martial  skill  our  riling  armies  form’d  ? 

His  patriot  zeal  their  gen’rous  bofoms  warm’d  , 

His  voice  infpir’d , his  godlike  prefence  led  , 

The  Britons  faw  and  from  his  pre fence  fied. 

Soon  reinforced  , from  Albions  cro uded  shore 

New  legions  came — new  plains  wrere  drench’d  in  gore 

And  lcarce  Columbia’s  arm  the  fiirht  fudains . 

Nv  liile  her  bed  blood  gush’d  from  a thoufand  veins. 

Then  thine  0I1  Brown ! that  purpled  wide  the  ground 
Follow’d  the  knife  through  many  a ghadly  wound — - 
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Ah  haplefs  friend  ! permit  the  friendly  tear 

To  flow  even  now,  for  none  flow’d  on  thy  heir 

Where  cold  Sc  mangled  under  northern  skies 
To  famish’d  wolves  a prey  thy  body  lies  — 

Which  erft  fo  fair  Sc  tall  in  youthful  grace. 
Strength  in  thy  nerves , Sc  beauty  in  thy  face  , 
Stood  like  a tower , till  ftruck  by  the  fwift  ball  — 
Then'  what  avail’d  to  ward  th’  untimely  fall 
The  force  of  limbs , the  mind  fo  well  inform’d , 

The  tafte  refin’d  , the  bread:  with  friendship  warm’d 
(That  friendship  which  our  earlieft  years  begun) 

Or  what  the  laurels  that  thy  fword  had  won. 

When  the  dark  bands  from  thee  expiring , tore 
Thy  long  hair  mingled  with  the  (pouting  gore  ! 

Nor  lefs  difaftrous , Scammel,  was  thy  fate 
From  british  hands,  oh  horrid  to  relate! 

On  York’s  fam’d  field  amid  the  firfl:  alarms  , 

E’er  yet  fair  vi&’ry  crown’d  the  allied  arms  , 

Fell  chance  betray’d  thee  to  the  hoftile  band. 
Then  didft  thou  fall  beneath  th’  a da  dins  hand  ! 

Lo ! while  I tell  the  execrable  deed  , 

Fresh  in  his  fide  the  dark  wound  feems  to  bleed. 
That  fmall  red  current  dill  for  vengeance  cries , 
And  asks  why  deeps  the  thunder  in  the  skies  ? 


( T4  ) 

On  him  ye  Heav’ns  let  all  your  vengeance  fall 
On  the  curd:  wretch  who  wing’d,  th’  infidious  ball. 
But  thou  bleft  shade  be  Tooth’d ! be  this  thy  praife , 
Ripe  were  thy  virtues,  tho  too  few  thy  days  — 

Be  this  thy  fame  to  live  of  all  approv’d , 

To  die  lamented  , honour’d  , 3c  belov’d. 

And  fee  far  fouth  where  yonder  hearfe  appears. 
An  army  mourning  8c  a land  in  tears  ! 

There  Laurens  palling  to  an  early  tomb , 

Looks  like  a flower  jufl:  with’ring  in  its  bloom. 

Thy  father’s  pride  , the  glory  of  our  hofl: ! 

Thy  country’s  forrow , late  thy  country’s  boaft ! 

Oh  Laurens  gen’rous  youth  ! twice  hadfl:  thou  bled  , 
Could  not  the  ball  with  devious  aim  have  fped  ? 
And  muft  thy  friends  now  peace  appears  fo  near 
Weep  the  third  flroke  that  cuts  a life  fo  dear , 

That  blots  the  profpect  of  our  riling  morn , 

And  leaves  thy  country  as  thy  fire  forlorn  ? 
Companions  lov’d ! long  as  the  life  blood  flowvs 
Or  vital  warmth  in  this  fond  bofom  glow:s, 

While  there  I cherish  your  remembrance  dear. 

Oft  will  I drop  the  tributary  tear. 

But  what  avails  to  trace  the  fate  of  war 
Thro’  fields  of  blood  3c  point  each  glorious  fear  5 
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Why  should  the  drain  your  former  woes  recall  , 

The  tears  that  wept  a friend  or  brother’s  fall , 

When  by  your  fide  firft  in  th’  advent rous  ftrife  , 

He  dauntlefs  rush’d  too  prodigal  of  life ! 

Enough  of  merit  has  each  honour’d  name , 

To  shine  untarnish’d  on  the  rolls  of  fame. 

To  hand  the  example  of  each  didant  age. 

And  add  new  ludre  to  th’  hidoric  page. 

For  foon  their  deeds  illudrious  shall  be  shown 
In  breathing  bronze , or  animated  done , 

Or  where  the  canvafs  darting  into  life. 

Revives  the  glories  of  the  crimfon  drife. 

Ye  fons  of  genius  who  the  pencil  hold ! 

Whofe  mader  drokes  beyond  defcription  bold 
Of  other  years  &:  climes  the  hid’ry  trace , 

Can  ye  for  this  neglect  your  kindred  race  ? 

Columbia  calls  — her  parent  voice  demands 
More  grateful  off’ rings  from  your  filial  hands. 

And  foon  fome  bard  shall  tempt  the  untry’d  themes  , 
Sing  how  we  dar’d  , in  fortune’s  word  extremes ; 

What  cruel  wrongs  the  indignant  patriot  bore  , 

What  various  ills  your  feeling  bofoms  tore. 

What  boding  horrors  gloom’d  the  dark’ning  hour , 
When  British  Legions  arm’d  with  death-like  pow’r. 
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Bade  defolation  mark  their  crimfon’d  way , 

And  lur’d  the  favage  to  his  deftin’d  prey; 

When  fierce  Germania  her  battalions  pour’d , 

And  rapine’s  fons  with  wafting  lire  and  fword  , 

Spread  death  around  — where’er  your  eyes  ye  turn’d. 

Fled  were  the  peafants  — and  the  village  burn’d  — 

How  did  your  hearts  for  others  fufP rings  melt  ? 

What  tort’ring  pangs  your  bleeding  country  felt  ? 

What!  when  you  fled  before  fuperior  force. 

Each  fuccour  loft,  and  perish’d  each  refource; 

When  nature  fainting  from  the  want  of  food  , 

On  the  pure  fnows  your  fteps  were  mark’d  in  blood ! 

When  thro’  your  tatter’d  garbs  you  met  the  wind! 

Defpair  before  &C  ruin  frown’d  behind  ! 

When  nought  was  feen  around,  but  profpeffs  drear, 

Tli  iniulting  foe  hung  dreadful  on  your  rear; 

And  boaftful  w'een’d  that  day  to  clofe  the  fcene  , 

And  quench  your  name , as  tho’  it  ne’er  had  been. 

Why  Britain  ! rag’d  thine  infolence  and  fcorn  ? 

Why  burft  thy  vengeance  on  the  wretch  forlorn  ? 

The  cheerlefs  captive  to  flow  death  confign’d. 

Chill’d  with  keen  froft , in  prilon  glooms  confin’d  ; 

Of  hope  bereft,  by  thy  vile  minions  curs’d  , 

With  hunger  famish’d  , and  confum’d  with  thirft , 

Without 
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Without  one  friend,  — when  death’s  laft  horror  ftung  , 
Roll’d  the  wild  eye , and  gnaw’d  the  anguish’d  tongue ! 

Why  Britain!  in  thine  arrogance  and  pride, 

Didft  thou  Heav’ns  violated  laws  deride , 

Mock  human  mis’ry  with  contemptuous  fneers. 

And  fill  thy  cup  of  guilt  with  orphan’s  tears  ! 

The  widows  wrailing , and  the  wretch’s  groan  , 

Rife  in  remembrance  to  th’  eternal  throne  , 

While  the  red  flame  thro’  the  broad  concave  driv’n. 
Calls  down  the  vengeance  of  infulted  Heav’n. 

And  didft  thou  think!  by  cruelty  refin’d. 

To  damp  the  ardor  of  the  heav’n-born  mind, 

With  haughty  threats  to  force  the  daring  train. 

To  bow  unnerv’d  in  flav’ry’s  galling  chain  ; 

Make  countlefs  freemen  — then  no  longer  free  — « 
Shrink  at  thy  frown , and  bend  the  fervile  knee. 

And  couldft  thou  dream!  then  wake  , diftolve  thy  charms 
Rous’d  by  their  wrongs,  fee  defp’rate  hofts  in  arms! 

No  fear  difmays  , nor  danger’s  voice  appalls , 

While  kindred  blood  for  facred  vengeance  calls  ; 

Their  fwords  shall  triumph  o’er  thy  vaunted  force , 

And  curb  the  Conq’ror  in  his  headlong  courfe. 

What  fpoils  of  war  thy  fons,  Columbia ! claim’d. 

What  trophies  rofe ! where  thy  red  enfigns  flam  d , 
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"Where  the  great  Chief,  o’er  Del’ware’s  icy  wave, 

Led  the  fmall  band,  in  danger  doubly  brave, 

On  high  defigns  — and  e’er  the  dawning  hour, 
Germania’s  vet’rans  own’d  the  vigor’s  pow’r — 

Or  on  the  Mufes  plain  where  round  thy  tomb, 

Oh  gallant  Mercer  1 deathlefs  laurels  bloom. 

Or  where  anon , in  northern  fields  renown’d , 

The  tide  of  daughter  dain’d  the  fanguine  ground , 

D O O 7 

When  the  bold  freemen  gath’ring  from  afar , 

Foil’d  the  proud  foe  crush’d  the  favage  war  : 

On  that  brave  band  their  country’s  plaudit  waits, 

And  confecrates  to  fame  the  name  of  Gates. 

Nor  lefs  the  valour  of  th’  impetuous  shock 
"Which  feiz’d  the  glorious  prize  on  Hudfon’s  rock. 
Where  "Wayne,  even  while  he  felt  the  whizzing  ball. 
Pluck’d  the  proud  dandard  from  the  vanquish’d  wall. 
Now  turn  your  eyes  where  fouthern  realms  are  feen 
From  ruin  refcued  by  th’  immortal  Greene! 

See  toils  of  death  where  many  a hero  bleeds , 

Till  rapid  vi&’ry  to  defeat  fucceeds  , 

On  num’rous  plains  whofe  dreams  unknown  to  fong , 
Till  this  great xra  roll’d  obfcure  along  — 

o o 

Their  names  shall  now , to  fame  familiar  grown  , 
Outlad  the  pile  of  monumental  done. 
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Or  fee  on  fair  Virginia’s  ft  rand  arife 
The  column  pointing  to  the  fav’ring  skies, 

Infcrib’d  with  deeds  the  allied  arms  have  done. 

And  grav’d  with  trophies  from  Britannia  won  : 

Here  ftand  the  conq’ring  bands — the  vanquishd  throng. 
Thro’  the  long  lines  in  lilence  moves  along  — 

The  ftars  5c  lillies  here  in  laurels  dreft  — 

And  there  dark  shrouds  the  banner’d  pride  inveft; 

Thefe  twice  twelve  banners  once  in  pomp  unfurl’d  , 
Spread  death  5c  terror  round  the  fouthern  world:  — 

In  various  colours  from  the  ftaft7  unroll’d 
The  lion  frown’d , the  eagle  flam’d  in  gold  — 

Hibernia’s  harp  rehuftant  here  was  hung  — 

And  Scotia’s  thiftle  there  fpontaneous  fprung  — 

Thefe  twice  twelve  flags  no  more  shall  be  difplay’d  , 
Save  in  the  dome  where  warlike  fpoils  are  laid  : 

Since , where  the  fathers  in  high  council  meet , 

This  hand  has  plac’d  them  proftrate  at  their  feet. 

Such  are  the  glories  of  the  allied  band ! 

And  fuch  the  dawning  hope  that  cheers  our  land ! 

Since  Gallia  s Sire  ,,  high  on  a throne  of  ftate  , 

Sublimely  good  , magnanimoufly  great  1 
Proteclor  of  the  rights  of  human  kind  ! 

Weigh’d  the  dread  conteft  in  his  royal  mind , 

C 2 


( 10  ) 

And  bade  his  fleets  o’er  the  broad  ocean  fly, 

To  fuccour  realms  beneath  another  sky. 

Since  his  bled  troops  in  happied  toils  allied , 

Have  fought , have  bled  , have  conquer’d  by  your  fide 
The  mingled  gore  , in  the  fame  trench  that  flow’d  , 
Cements  the  nations  by  their  heroes  blood. 

Yet  ftill  Columbians ! fee  what  choice  remains , 
Ignoble  bondage , and  inglorious  chains , 

Or  all  the  joys  which  liberty  can  give  , 

For  which  you  dare  to  die  , or  wish  to  live. 

On  your  own  arms  , your  country’s  fate  depends  — 
Your  wives,  your  children , parents,  brothers , friends, 
With  all  the  tender  charities  of  life , 

Hang  on  the  ifTue  of  the  arduous  drife. 

To  bolder  deeds  , and  vift’ry’s  fierce  delights. 

Your  Country  calls  , and  Heav’n  itfelf  invites. 

Charm’d  by  their  potent  voice  — let  virtue’s  flame 
The  fenfe  of  honor,  and  the  fear  of  shame. 

The  third:  of  praife,  and  freedom’s  envied  caufe. 

The  fmiles  of  heroes , and  the  world’s  applaufe , 

Impel  each  bread,  in  glory’s  dread  career. 

Firm  as  your  rock-rais’d  hills  to  perfevere. 

Now  the  fixth  year  of  Independence  fmiles. 

The  glorious  meed  of  all  our  war-like  toils; 
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Aufpicious  pow’r  ! with  thy  broad  flag  unfurl’d. 

Shed  thy  ftern  influence  o’er  the  we  Hern  world ! 

With  thy  congenial  flame  , our  hearts  infpire , 

With  manly  patience,  and  heroic  fire; 

The  rudefb  shock  of  fortune’s  ftorm  to  bear , 

Each  ill  to  fufFer  , ev’ry  death  to  dare ; 

To  rush  undaunted  in  th’  advent’rous  van, 

And  meet  the  Britons  man  oppos’d  to  man; 

With  furer  aim  repel  their  barb’rous  rage. 

Shield  the  poor  orphan,  and  the  white-hair’d  fage : 
Defend  the  matron , and  the  virgin’s  charms  , 

And  vindicate  our  facred  rights  with  arms. 

This,  the  great  Genius  of  our  land  requires. 

This,  the  bleft  shades  of  our  illuftrious  fires  ; 

This,  the  brave  fons  of  future  years  demand  , 

Cheer  the  faint  heart,  and  nerve  the  feeble  hand; 
This , facred  hope  , that  points  beyond  the  fpan 
Which  bounds  this  tranfitory  life  of  man  , 

Where  glory  lures  us  with  her  bright  renown. 

The  hero’s  triumph,  and  the  patriot’s  crown. 

The  fair  rewards  to  fuff’ ring  virtue  given , 

Pure  robes  of  blifs  , and  ftarry  thrones  in  Heaven. 

Chang’d  are  the  feenes  — now  fairer  profpe&s  rife 
And  brighter  funs  begin  to  gild  our  skies.  — 
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Th’  exhaufted  foe  — his  Lift  poor  efforts  tryed  , 

Sees  nought  remain  , fave  impotence  and  pride;  — 
His  golden  dreams  of  fancied  conquefts  o’er , 

( And  Gallia  thund’ring  round  his  native  shore , 
Iberia  aiding  with  Potoffs  mines , 

"While  old  Batavia  in  the  conflict  joins) 

R.elu£fant  turns  — and  deep  involv’d  in  woes  , 

In  other  climes,  prepares  for  other  foes. — 

Anon  9 the  horrid  founds  of  war  shall  ceafe  , 

And  all  the  weftern  world  be  hush’d  in  peace  : 

The  martial  clarion  shall  be  heard  no  more. 


Or  the  loud  cannon’s  defolating  roar: 


No  more  our  heroes  pour  the  purple  flood , 

No  corfe  be  feen  with  garments  roll’d  in  blood ; 
No  shiv ’ring  wretch  shall  roam  without  a shed  , 
No  pining  orphans  raife  their  cry  for  bread  ; 

No  tender  mother  shriek  at  dreams  of  woe. 

Start  from  her  deep , and  fee  the  midnight  foe  : 
The  lovely  virgin  , and  the  hoary  fire. 

No  more  behold  the  village  flame  afpire , 

\v  hile  the  bale  fpoiler , from  a father’s  arms 
PIucks  the  fair  now  r , and  riots  on  its  charms. 

Evn  now  from  half  the  threaten’d  horrors  freed. 
See  rrom  our  shores  the  lefs’ning  fails  recede; 
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See  the  red  flags  that  to  the  winds  unfurl’d. 

Wav’d  in  proud  triumph  round  the  vanquish’d  world , 
Inglorious  fly  ; — and  fee  their  hagard  crew 
Defpair,  rage,  shame  and  infamy  purfue. 

Hail  heav’n-born  peace ! thy  grateful  bledings  pour 
On  this  glad  land , and  round  the  peopled  shore ; 
Thine  are  the  joys  that  gild  the  happy  fcene  , 
Propitious  days,  and  feftive  nights  ferene  ; 

With  thee  gay  pleafure  frolics  o’er  the  plain. 

And  fmiling  plenty  leads  thy  profp’rous  train. 

Then  oh  my  friends ! the  task  of  glory  done , 

Th’  immortal  prize  by  your  bold  efforts  won: 

Your  country’s  faviours , by  her  voice  confefs’d. 
While  unborn  ages  rife  and  call  you  bleft  : 

Then  let  us  go  , where  happier  climes  invite , 

To  midland  feas,  and  regions  of  delight; 

With  all  that’s  ours,  together  let  us  rife. 

Seek  brighter  plains  , and  more  indulgent  skies ; 
Where  fair  Ohio  rolls  his  amber  tide. 

And  nature  bloffoms  in  her  virgin  pride  ; 

Where  all  that  beauty’s  hand  can  form  to  pleafe. 

Shall  crown  the  toils  of  war,  with  rural  eafe. 

The  shady  coverts  and  the  funny  hills , 

The  gentle  lapfe  of  ever-murm’ring  rills. 
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The  foft  repofe  amid  the  noon-tide  bow'rs  , 

The  ev’ning  walk  along  the  blushing  flow’rs , 

The  fragrant  groves  that  yield  a fweet  perfume  , 

And  vernal  glories  in  perpetual  bloom  , 

Await  you  there. — And  Heav’n  shall  blefs  the  toil. 
Your  own  the  produce,  as  your  own  the  foil. 

No  tyrant  lord  shall  grafp  a thoufand  farms, 

Curfe  the  mild  clime,  and  fpoil  its  faireft  charms. 

No  blafts  fevere  your  rip’ning  fields  deform , 

No  vollied  hail-fiones , and  no  driving  dorm  , 

No  raging  murrain  on  your  cattle  feize , 

And  nature  ficken  with  the  dire  difeafe.  — 

But  golden  years,  anew,  begin  their  reigns  , 

And  cloudlefs  fun-shine  gild  falubrious  plains; 

Herbs,  fruits  &c  flow’rs  , shall  clothe  th’  uncultur’d  field  , 
Nedarious  juice,  the  vine  and  orchard  yield. 

Rich  dulcet  creams  the  copious  goblets  fill  , 

Delicious  honey  from  the  trees  didill  , 

The  garden  fmile , fpontaneous  harveds  fpring. 

The  woodlands  warble,  and  the  vallies  fing. 

Along  the  meads,  or  near  the  shady  groves. 

There  fport  the  docks,  there  feed  the  fat’ning  droves, 
There  drays  the  deed  thro’  bloomy  vales  afar, 

Who  erd  mov’d  lofty  in  the  ranks  of  war. 


There 
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There  free  from  envy , cank’ring  care  and  ftrife , 
Flow  the  calm  pleafures  of  domeftic  life  ; 

There  mutual  friendship  fooths  each  placid  bread: , 
Bleft  in  themfelves  , and  in  each  other  bled: : 

From  ho ufe  to  houfe  the  focial  glee  extends  , 

For  friends  in  war,  in  peace  are  doubly  friends: 

Their  children  taught  to  emulate  their  fires  , 

Catch  the  warm  glow , and  feel  the  kindred  fires ; 
’Till  by  degrees  the  mingling  joys  improve. 

Grow  with  their  years,  and  ripen  into  love: 

Nor  long  the  blushing  pair  in  fecret  figh. 

And  drink  fweet  poifon  from  the  love-fick  eye. 

Bled:  be  their  lot ! when  in  his  eager  arms 

Tlf  enamour’d  youth  folds  the  fair  virgins  charms. 

On  her  ripe  lip  imprints  the  burning  kifs , 

And  feals  with  hallow’d  rights  the  nuptial  blifs. 

Then  feftal  fports  the  ev’ning  hours  prolong; 

The  mazy  dance , and  the  fweet-warbling  fong  : 

Then  each  endearment  wakes  the  ravish’d  fenfe 
To  pure  delights,  and  raptures  mod:  intenfe  : 

And  the  pleas’d  parent  tells  his  lift’ning  fon  , 

What  wondrous  deeds  by  him , in  youth , were  done. 
No  fights  of  woe , no  tort’ ring  fears  annoy 
The  fweet  fenfations  of  the  heart-felt  joy. 
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Nor  shall  the  favages  of  murd’rous  foul  , 

In  painted  bands  dark  to  the  combat  roll  , 

With  midnight  orgies , by  the  gloomy  shade  , 

On  the  pale  vidtim  point  the  reeking  blade ; 

Or  caufe  the  hamlet  lull’d  in  deep  repofe. 

No  more  to  wake,  or  wake  to  ceafelefs  woes : 
For  your  flrong  arm  the  guarded  land  fecures, 
And  freedom  , glory , happinefs  are  yours.  — 

So  shall  you  flourish  in  unfading  prime  , 

Each  age  refining  thro’  the  reign  of  time  ; 

A nobler  offspring  crown  the  fond  embrace , 

A band  of  heroes  , and  a patriot  race  : 

Not  by  foft  luxury’s  too  dainty  food. 

Their  minds  contaminated  with  their  blood; 

But  like  the  heirs  our  great  forefathers  bred. 

By  freedom  nurtur’d,  and  by  temp’rance  fed  ; 
Healthful  and  ftrong , they  turn’d  the  virgin  foil , 
Th’  untam’d  foreft  bow’d  beneath  their  toil  : 

At  early  dawn  they  fought  the  mountain  chace, 
Or  rous’d  the  Indian  from  his  lurking  place; 
Curb’d  the  mad  fury  of  thofe  barb’rous  men , 

Or  dragg’d  the  wild  beajl  ftruggling  from  his  den 
To  all  the  vigour  of  that  priftine  race. 

New  charms  are  added,  and  fuperior  grace. 
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Then  cities  rife  — and  fpiry  towns  increafe  , 
With  gilded  domes  , and  every  art  of  peace. 

Then  cultivation  shall  extend  his  pow’r. 

Rear  the  green  blade  and  nurfe  the  tender  flof’r , 
Make  the  fair  villa  in  full  fplendors  fmile. 

And  robe  with  verdure  all  the  genial  foil. 

Then  shall  rich  commerce  court  the  fav’ring  gales , 
And  wond’ring  wilds  admire  the  palling  fails , 
Where  the  bold  ships  the  ftormy  Huron  brave. 
Where  wild  Ontario  rolls  the  whitening  wave. 
Where  fair  Ohio  his  pure  current  pours , 

And  Millilippi  laves  the  extended  shores. 

Then  oh  bleft  land ! with  genius  unconfm’d  , 
With  polish’d  manners,  and  the  illumin’d  mind. 
Thy  future  race  on  daring  wing  shall  foar. 

Each  fcience  trace  , and  all  the  arts  explore  ; 

’Till  bright  religion  beck’ning  from  the  skies, 

Shall  bid  thy  fons  to  endlefs  glories  rife. 

As  round  thy  clime  celeftial  joy  extends, 

Thy  beauties  ripen  , and  thy  pomp  afcends , 
Farther  and  farther  Hill , thy  bleffings  roll , 

To  fouthern  Oceans , and  the  northern  Pole  ; 
Where  now  the  thorn,  or  tangled  thicket  grows. 
The  wildernefs  shall  bloffom  as  the  rofe , 
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Unbounded  defarts  unknown  charms  affume. 

Like  Salem  flourish , and  like  Eden  bloom. 

And  oh  may  Heav’n  ! when  all  our  toils  are  pah:, 
Crown  with  fuch  happinefs  our  days  at  laft  : 

So  rife  our  Tons , like  our  great  fires  of  old , 

]n  freedom’s  caufe  , unconquerably  bold  ; 

With  fpotlefs  faith,  and  morals  pure,  their  name 
Spread  thro’  the  world,  and  gain  immortal  fame. — 
And  thou  Supreme!  whofe  hand  fuftains  this  ball 
Before  whofe  nod,  the  nations  rife  and  fall  , 
Propitious  fmile  , and  shed  diviner  charms , 

On  this  bled:  land , the  queen  of  arts  and  arms: 
Make  the  great  Empire  rife  on  wifdom’s  plan  , 

The  feat  of  blifs,  and  laffc  retreat  of  Man. 


